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FADE IN: 
INT. HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


A middle-aged woman, BETTY, sits on a couch in a dark room. 
Her make-up streaks. The arm of her husband, LASZLO, appears 
next to her to comfort her. 


LASZLO 
Betty, these men want to ask you 
some questions. 


BETTY 
(sniffling) 
Okay... 
The POLICEMEN stand in front of her, out-of-frame. 
POLICEMAN 1 (0O.S.) 
Ma’am, what is your daughter’s 


name? 


BETTY 
It’s my name. 


POLICEMAN 2 (0.S.) 


Betty? 

BETTY 
Erzsabet! 

LASZLO 
Shhh... 

BETTY 
With an A. 


POLICEMAN 1 (0O.S.) 
When was the last time you saw your 


daughter? 

BETTY 
I’ve already answered these 
questions! 


She is about to snap. 


POLICEMAN 1 (0O.S.) 
Just one more time, ma’am. We don’t 
want to miss anything. 


BETTY 
(taking a deep breath) 
I told you. It was the morning she 
left. 


POLICEMAN 1 (0O.S.) 
Where? 


BETTY 
You mean where was she going? 


POLICEMAN 1 (0O.S.) 
Yes, ma’am. 


She sighs. 


BETTY 
Some place she found on the web. 


She shakes her head. 


POLICEMAN 2 (0.S.) 
In the desert? 


BETTY 
Yes. « 


She lays her head on her husband’s shoulder and weeps. 


BETTY 
(moaning) 
Oh...where is she? Where is she? 


Policeman 1 sighs. He is squatting on his heals. A figure 
appears at the open front door. It is a DETECTIVE. Red and 
blue lights flash outside. 


DETECTIVE 
Sergeant. 


Policeman 1 looks over his shoulder and stands up. He goes 
to the Detective, who speaks in a soft, troubled voice. 


DETECTIVE 
A ranger out on the Wren Base found 
one of our missing girls. 


Policeman 1 glances at Betty. 


POLICEMAN 1 
Is it - 


DETECTIVE 
No! 
(sigh) 
No. It’s not. No trace of ’em. No 
car. No loose change. Nothing. I’m 
gonna let Mr. Wren know to keep an 
eye out. 


Laszlo cradles Betty. 


POLICEMAN 1 
Should I tell her? 


The Detective rolls his eyes. 


DETECTIVE 
Whaddo you think? 


Policeman 1 sighs. 


POLICEMAN 1 
What do you think happened? 


DETECTIVE 
This is the desert, Sergeant. I 
know what happened. 
A long pause. CRICKETS SING quietly. 


POLICEMAN 1 
What? 


The Detective shakes his head. 


DETECTIVE 

Nothing. Nothing happened. They 
weren’t kidnapped. They’re not 
dead. They’re not alive. They’re 
not here. They’re not there. 

(beat) 
They’ re nowhere. They’re just gone. 
Same story that’s been told before. 


Policeman 1 looks at the ground. 


Then a SOUND far away, but getting closer, like a JET flying 
low and APPROACHING. Everyone at the scene looks up and 


around as it gets louder. Betty’s eyes widen. 


BETTY 
Erzsabet. 


When the NOISE is deafening, it breaks into a huge 
EXPLOSION. Betty takes a deep breath and screams a scream 
from the bottom of hell. Everyone stares at her. Tears pour 
from her contorted face. 
FREEZE FRAME on Betty as her scream dies 
FADE OUT. 
FADE IN: 
EXT. DESERT - DAY 
TITLE: FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 11TH, 1998. 9:00 AM. 
The empty, cold desert. Nothing for miles and miles. 
INT. CAR —- DAY 
Three youths drive across Interstate 40. ERZSABET drives, 
flamboyant SEBASTIAN rides shotgun. Their friend RORI 


lounges in the back seat, staring out the window at the 
empty desert, a camera around her neck. 


All three are clothed in late-nineties grunge. The RADIO 
plays a REPORT on Ken Starr’s impeachment of President 
Clinton. 


RORI 
(groaning) 
God. Can we listen to something 
else? Depressing. 


Sebastian swivels in his seat to look at Rori. 


SEBASTIAN 
Gotta keep informed, man. Signs of 
the times. 


RORI 
How much longer, Erzsabet? 


ERZSABET 
Soon...take some pictures, dear. 


She has a placid, otherworldly demeanor, doesn’t speak much. 
She does, however, change the RADIO station to a MUSIC 
channel. On the dashboard is a playing card, a two of clubs, 
with strange red drawings on it. 


ERZSABET 
(to herself) 
The road with no name... 


Rori frowns. 
EXT. DESERT —- DAY 


A lone payphone on the side of the road, surrounded by 
creosote bushes. Ancient, frayed wires connect the phone to 
the ground. Then, breaking the silence, the PAYPHONE 
RINGS... 


INT. CAR -— DAY 


The MUSIC on the RADIO fades to gargled STATIC. Erzsabet 
sits up. 


ERZSABET 
Here it comes, my dear Sebastian! 
The road with no name! 


She and Sebastian clasp hands and smile at each other. Rori 
smirks. Erzsabet pulls off the Interstate onto a two-lane 
highway. The STATIC gets louder. The clock on the dashboard 
changes to 9:03. 


SEBASTIAN 
Far out! 


EXT. DESERT - DAY 


The PAYPHONE RINGS and the car approaches from the horizon. 
They pull off the road across from the phone. Erzsabet steps 
out of the car, hurries across the road, and answers the 
phone. 


ERZSABET 

Hello? 
The PHONE CRACKLES. 

PAYPHONE 
Yooooo! 

ERZSABET 
Hello? 

PAYPHONE 


Yo, is this the Mojave Payphone? 


ERZSABET 
It is. 


PAYPHONE 
Oh snap! I can’t believe I got 
through! 


(aside) 
Yo! Dude! I got through! 


Some RUSTLING on the other end. Erzsabet rolls her eyes. 
PAYPHONE 
So how’s the weather out there, 


baby girl? 


She hangs up and walks back across the road. Sebastian and 
Rori have exited the vehicle and stand watching her. 


SEBASTIAN 
(eager) 
Who was it? 


She shakes her head. 


ERZSABET 
Nobody. Just some kids. 


RORI 
What do we do now? 


ERZSABET 
Now we wait. 


The three fall silent. The WIND WHISTLES across the plane. 
Sebastian hears Erzsabet’s voice, but seemingly from a 
different time. 


ERZSABET (0.S.) 
Sebastian... 


He ignores it. 


ERZSABET (0.S.) 
Sebastian! 


He turns his head as if roused from a stupor. 
SMASH CUT TO: 
INT. BEDROOM - DAY 
ERZSABET 
Do you know what I’m thinking 


about, Sebastian? 


SEBASTIAN 
No... 


Erzsabet sits in front of a clunky personal computer. The 
screen glows a sickly blue and the MACHINERY WHIRS. 
Sebastian sits next to her. He looks at the wires and modems 
sending them internet. 


She twirls a playing card in her fingers and does a 
sleight-of-hand and the card vanishes. 


SEBASTIAN 
You’re thinking about the two of 
clubs? 

ERZSABET 
Mmmhm. 


She clicks a button on the keyboard. The COMPUTER BEEPS and 
BUZZES. A window appears in the ugly, Windows ’95 interface: 


INT. COMPUTER SCREEN 


A wild, macho man, pseudonym DEUCE OF CLUBS, appears on the 
screen. 


DEUCE OF CLUBS 
(shouting) 
Howdy, folks! It’s yer buddy Deuce 
of Clubs here! Coming to you from 
Wildest Arizon-I-A, United S. of 
A.! 


He has the charisma of a Billy Mays. He stands before a 
crappy green screen background of a map of San Bernardino 
County, California. The video quality is low-fi VHS. 


DEUCE OF CLUBS 
Today I wanna talk to you good 
folks about ten ways to survive 
Y2K. And there ain’t a damn thing 
that serial whoremonger Bill 
Clinton can do about it! 


BACK TO SCENE: 


A KNOCK at the DOOR interrupts and Erzsabet pauses the 
video. 


BETTY (0.S.) 
Erzsabet! 


Her mother knocks again. Erzsabet groans and nods at 
Sebastian. 


ERZSABET 
Closet. 


Sebastian stands and hides in the closet. 


BETTY (O.S.) 
Erzsabet, honey. Open up! 


Erzsabet goes to the door, opens it. 


ERZSABET 
What do you want, Mom? 


Betty feigns a smile. 


BETTY 
I wondered what you were doing. 


ERZSABET 
It’s the internet, Mom. 


BETTY 

I know, but, I wish you’d tell me 
what! You know when I was your age 
we used to go outside sometimes. 


The badly disguised hint of sarcasm in Betty’s voice causes 
Erzsabet to roll her eyes. 


Mother and daughter stare at each other, at an impasse. 


ERZSABET 
You have a fluoridated mind, 
Mother. 

BETTY 


What? Erzsabet! 


She closes, not slams, the door in her mother’s face. She 
sighs and leans against the wall. Sebastian emerges from the 
closet and joins her in moping. She reaches behind his head 
to "remove" the hidden card from his ear. 


SEBASTIAN 
Cool! 


Erzsabet giggles. She waves her hand over the card. In its 
place is the same two of clubs, but now it is covered in 
strange red lines. 


SEBASTIAN 
What is it? 


ERZSABET 
It’s a map! 


SEBASTIAN 
To what? 

ERZSABET 
Who knows...? 


She looks at the computer and the jungle of wires beneath 
mess 


ERZSABET 
Maybe our destinies... 


Somehow, a wind stirs her hair. 
CUT TO: 

EXT. DESERT - DAY 

Erzsabet sits criss-cross in the gravel. The playing 

card/map rests on her lap. She sips a bottle of kombucha. A 

sign on the side of the road reads: ENTERING WREN AIR FORCE 

BASE RECREATIONAL AREA. TAURED, INC. 

Sebastian leans against the car, fanning himself with his 

hand. Rori paces back and forth solemnly, occasionally 


glancing at Erzsabet. 


ERZSABET 
I can feel your eyes on me, Rori. 


She sighs. She takes a snapshot of Erzsabet. 
RORI 
It’s been three hours, Erzsabet. Do 


these things usually take so long? 


ERZSABET 
Sometimes longer. Kombucha? 


She offers the drink to her. 
RORI 
No thanks. How will we know the 
right one when he calls? 


Erzsabet smiles. 


ERZSABET 
Everything we need to know... 


She holds up the card. 


ERZSABET 
Is right here. 


Rori is intrigued, but confused. 


RORI 
Oh... 


She snaps a picture and walks to Sebastian. 


RORI 
So this is what you two do for fun? 


Sebastian nods. 


SEBASTIAN 
Mmmhm. 
(to Erzsabet) 
Remember that time in Crescent 


City? 

ERZSABET 
Oh man! The Trees of Mystery! Wild! 
Just wild! 


She leaps to her feet. 


ERZSABET 
The world is a far bigger place 
than you realize, Rori. You see 
those white lines? 


She points at the sky. 


RORI 
Condensation trails? 


Sebastian guffaws and giggles. 


SEBASTIAN 
Hahaha! Oh dear... 


ERZSABET 
(chuckling) 
No. No. That’s Mr. Clinton 
squirting us with chemicals. 


RORI 
Chemicals? 


ERZSABET 
To keep us in the dark! 
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SEBASTIAN 
To make us dumb! 


ERZSABET 
You’ve got a lot to learn, Rori! 


She grins. 


ERZSABET 

(to Sebastian) 
She probably still thinks we landed 
on the moon. 

(to Rori) 
It’s quite an adventure. Our 
parents bought it all hook, line, 
and sinker. But we won’t. Our 
generation won’t believe their lies 
any more. And it all starts here. 


She looks at the phone. 
ERZSABET 
At a forgotten payphone in the 
Mojave Desert. 
A tumbleweed tumbles past... 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DESERT -— DAY 
MONTAGE + some haunting music: 
The cool sun in the sky, Joshua Trees, a lizard scrambling 
across the rocks, gorges filled with beautiful red boulders, 
abandoned structures on the plane... 
DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. DESERT - AFTERNOON 


Erzsabet sits on the hood of the car, strumming a SONG on 
her guitar. The sun has descended a little. 


When she strums the last chord, she sighs and lays the 
instrument down. She twirls the pick between her fingers. 
Sebastian fans his flush face with his hand. Erzsabet sighs. 


THE PHONE RINGS! 


causing all of them to jump. Erzsabet smiles. 
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RORI 
Finally! 


ERZSABET 
The millennium approaches! 


She flicks her wrist and the guitar pick is replaced with a 
dime. RING...RING...RING... She flips the coin and it lands 
on her hand. 


ERZSABET 
Heads or tails? 


SEBASTIAN 
Heads! 

ERZSABET 
Rori? 

RORI 


Uhhh...Tails. 
She lifts up her hand: TAILS. 


ERZSABET 
Congratulations, Rori! You just won 
an FDR! 


She tosses the coin to her. Now she leaps from the hood and 
runs to the phone. She stands in front of it, listening to 
the RING. 


ERZSABET 
(under her breath) 
One...two...three... 


She answers the phone. 


ERZSABET 
Hello? 


A distressed, female VOICE speaks to her. 


VOICE 
Hello! 


ERZSABET 
This is the Mojave Payphone. 


VOICE 
Can you help me? 


The Voice gasps through tears. 
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ERZSABET 
Help you? 


A loud BANG on the other end. Rori snaps a picture. 


VOICE 
He’s coming. My brother is coming! 


The Voice sounds terrified. 


ERZSABET 
Do you want me to call the police? 


VOICE 
No! It’s too late! 


Another THUD. Another picture. 


ERZSABET 
Where are you? 


VOICE 
I’m in —- 


BANG! 


VOICE 
I’m in Phoenix! 


ERZSABET 
Arizona? 

VOICE 
Oh please help me! He’s almost 
here. 

ERZSABET 


Don’t hang up! 
Another CRASH. Another picture. 
VOICE 
(yelling) 
No! No! 


Then the Voice SCREAMS at the top of its lungs. The PHONE 
SPARKS and shocks Erzsabet. 


The scream seems to fill the air, and Sebastian looks toward 
the sky. The light dims. 


CUT TO: 


14. 


EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 


When Sebastian looks down, it is night. The SCREAM still 
ECHOES across the desert. Erzsabet stands at the phone. 


SEBASTIAN 
What just happened? 


Erzsabet looks herself over. Her clothes are tattered and 
torn, her hair a tangled mess. 


ERZSABET 
I don’t know. 


She hangs up the phone. She steps across the highway towards 
Sebastian. She takes the card out of her pocket and examines 
it with a small flashlight. 


ERZSABET 
Deuce of Clubs didn’t say anything 
about this. 


The card is frayed and full of holes. A sudden flash of 
light draws their attention down the road. The headlights of 
a car approach from far away. Sebastian takes a deep breath. 


SEBASTIAN 
What is happening, Erzsabet? 


She folds the card in half and puts it in her pocket. The 
headlights get closer. 


ERZSABET 
There’s fear in my fingernail, 
Sebastian. 
(beat) 
Why? 


The car slows to a stop about a mile away from them. It 
idles. Sebastian and Erzsabet stands exposed in the beams of 
the headlights. 

The driver’s door opens and the shape of a man steps out. He 
stands next to the car. Erzsabet and Sebastian watch, eyes 
wide, as he raises a glowing shape to his ear. 


The PAYPHONE RINGS. Erzsabet looks from the phone to the 
car, back to the phone. She walks across the highway. 


RING...RING...RING... 


She answers. 


ERZSABET 
Hello? 


Silence on the other end. 


ERZSABET 
Hello! 


MAN 
This is Mr. Wren. 


Erzsabet glances at the sign on the road. 


ERZSABET 
Mr. Wren? 


MR. WREN (MAN) 
What are you doing on my air force 
base? 


She watches the shape down the road. Mr. Wren lights a 
Cigarette. The cherry glows. Very foreboding. 


MR. WREN 
Come on, girl. Answer. 


ERZSABET 
We came to see the payphone. 


The WIND RISES. 
MR. WREN 


Ahhh...I think I know what’s going 
on. 


A long, long silence. The cherry flares. 


MR. WREN 
Here come the planes... 


The thundering SOUND of a low-flying AIRPLANE passes 
overhead. Then a POP like a explosion or sonic boom. 


MR. WREN 
(musing) 
It’s the dawning of a new age. A 
new American century comes like 
lightning. Like a thief in the 
night. 


Erzsabet glances at Sebastian. 
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MR. WREN 
Is it the story that’s been told 
before? Of granite and a warm 
winter’s day? 
He chuckles. 


MR. WREN 
Is it? 


He cackles. She hangs up and runs to Sebastian. 


ERZSABET 
Let’s go. 


SEBASTIAN 
What did he say? 


Mr. Wren’s wicked laughter swarms the air. He gets into his 
car and drives toward them. 


ERZSABET 
Get in the car! Now! 


They jump into the car. 
INT. CAR - NIGHT 


Erzsabet turns the key. The car stalls. Mr. Wren is almost 
upon them. 


SEBASTIAN 
He’s coming. 


She turns the key again. 


ERZSABET 
Come on. Come on. Dammit. 


More stalling. The headlights fill the rear window. One more 
turn of the key and the car starts. 


ERZSABET 
Dammit dammit dammit! 


Erzsabet hits the gas and they speed away; Mr. Wren’s 
headlights still follow. They both try to catch their 
breaths. It is now that Sebastian realizes Rori has 
vanished. 


SEBASTIAN 
Erzsabet! Where’s Rori? 
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ERZSABET 
Rori? 


She looks around. 


ERZSABET 
Oh my god! Where is he? 


She starts to cry. 
ERZSABET 
What is happening? What is 
happening? 


She wipes tears from her face, glances into the rear view 
mirror. The headlights are small in the distance. 


SEBASTIAN 
We have to go back! 


ERZSABET 
No! We’1ll call the police! 


They drive fast. The ENGINE HUMS. 


ERZSABET 
We’1l1 call the police. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. SEBASTIAN’S HOUSE —- NIGHT 


Erzsabet parks outside a house. Sebastian steps out. They 
bid each other good night and Erzsabet drives away. 


A faint YELP from deep inside the house, and light switches 
on. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. CAR -— NIGHT 


Erzsabet listens to the STATIC of the RADIO as she drives. 
The clock reads 10:28. 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 


The dime lies on the pavement. Mr. Wren’s cigarette butt 
lands next to it. He bends down and picks up the dime. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT 
The car parks in Erzsabet’s driveway. She turns off the car 
and rests her head on the wheel for a moment. She sighs and 


steps out of the car and walks to the front door. 


The night is pregnant and void. Anything could happen. She 
produces a key and unlocks the door, steps inside. 


INT. HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Erzsabet steps inside and switches on the light. An 
unfamiliar woman sits petrified on the couch. 


WOMAN 
(shouting) 
Honey! It’s happening! 


ERZSABET 
What? 


A YUPPIE materializes from around a corner and points a gun 
at her. 


YUPPIE 
Don’t move! 


Erzsabet screams. 


YUPPIE 
What are you doin in my house? 


ERZSABET 
Your house! 


The Yuppie looks at his wife, who is wrapped in blankets. 
YUPPIE 
Are you all right, honey? Did she 


hurt you? 


HONEY (WOMAN) 
No. I’m fine. 


Erzsabet makes a motion to close the door. 
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YUPPIE 
I said don’t move! 


Erzsabet freezes. Honey squints at her. 


YUPPIE 
What were you doing on the couch? 


Honey shakes her head. 


HONEY 
I couldn’t sleep. 


ERZSABET 
What is going on? Why are you in my 
house? 

YUPPIE 
Shut up! 


Honey hasn’t taken her eyes off Erzsabet, and she grabs her 
husband’s arm. 


HONEY 
Darling, look! 


YUPPIE 
What? 

HONEY 
Jim, will you put the gun down, 
please? 


She forces his arm down. 


YUPPIE 
Look! 


They both stare at Erzsabet. Erzsabet stares back. The door 
is still open and a cold wind blows through the room. 
Honey’s eyes are dark and circled, like she’s been crying. 


HONEY 
(almost a whisper) 
Doesn’t she look familiar? 
The Yuppie takes a good, long look at her. 


YUPPIE 
Oh my god. 


He looks at his wife. 
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YUPPIE 
It’s her! 
Erzsabet waits. 
ERZSABET 
Who are you people? Where are my 
parents? 
HONEY 
OR 3%. 


Honey stands up and approaches Erzsabet. 


HONEY 
Oh. I’m so sorry. They’re gone. 


ERZSABET 
Gone? 

HONEY 
They left about a year after you 
disappeared. 

ERZSABET 
I’m right here! 

(pleading) 


I left this morning! 
Honey is at a loss. 


HONEY 
I mean...it was all over the news. 


Tears well up in Erzsabet’s eyes. She wanders around the 
room. 


ERZSABET 
Mom! Dad! 


She starts to cry and scream, and runs across the room. 


ERZSABET 
Mom! Dad! 


HONE Y 
TEM sts 


The Yuppie tries to take her by the arm. 


ERZSABET 
No! No! 
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She fights him and screams. He grabs her by the wrists and 
forces her onto the couch. She kicks and screams, then 
bursts into tears. Honey tries to calm her. 


HONEY 
Darling. Darling! 


Erzsabet looks up and wipes the tears from her eyes. 


ERZSABET 
What? 


HONEY 
Darling. What year is it? 


ERZSABET 
It’s 1998, you freaks! 


Honey sighs, shakes her head. 


HONEY 
No. No... 


She points across the room. Erzsabet follows the line with 
her eyes to a wall calendar, which indicates it is 
September, 2001. 


ERZSABET 
Two thousand and one? Two thousand 
and one? 


She looks at the floor. 


ERZSABET 
Three years? I think - 


She chokes. 


ERZSABET 
I think I’m gonna be sick! 


YUPPIE 
No! 


She doubles over and vomits onto the floor. The Yuppie 
averts his eyes. Honey sighs. 


Now the Yuppie gags and vomits too. 


HONEY 
(haunted, with tears) 
It seems the whole world is 
crashing down. 
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ERZSABET 
What do you mean? 


Honey thinks a moment. Her husband finishes retching. 


HONEY 
Let me turn on the TV? 


YUPPIE 
Honey! 


HONEY 
Jim, she has to know 


Honey walks to the TELEVISION and turns it on. Vague sounds 
of CHAOS fill the room. Erzsabet stares at the screen. The 
changing light flashes across a shocked face. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. HOUSE -— NIGHT 


Honey walks Erzsabet to her car. She looks a little green 
around the gills. 


HONEY 
Will you be alright? I know it’s 
hard to hear. 


Erzsabet shakes her head. 


ERZSABET 
No...no...I1’m fine. 


HONEY 
It’s been a long day. 


Erzsabet looks at the American flag flying half-mast in the 
yard, then back to Honey. 


ERZSABET 
Thank you. 


HONEY 
Ya know. Your folks left a 
forwarding address. I think. For 
the mail. Do you want it? 


Erzsabet groans. 
ERZSABET 


I guess. 
(beat) 
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ERZSABET 
Yes. Please. 


Honey walks back toward the open front door. 


ERZSABET 
Thank you. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. NEW HOUSE —- MORNING 
A modest house in a moist, green environment - far, far from 


the desert. Erzsabet stands across the street, leaning 
against her car, watching and waiting. 


At length, the front door of the house opens. A frail, 
haggard woman, Betty, steps onto the lawn. She sits ina 
lawn chair and lights a cigarette, reaches to a little table 
and switches on a RADIO, and listens to a REPORT on the 
tragedy which has befallen them. 


Betty meditates on the cigarette, not looking up. A sedate 
chill descends upon her. 


Erzsabet watches her, amazed at what’s become of her mother 
in what seems to her such a short time. As the cigarette 
gets shorter, Betty finally looks up. She freezes and the 
cigarette falls from her fingers. 


She stands up, gaping. Erzsabet crosses the street. Betty 
tries to run to her daughter, but she is too feeble. 


They meet and embrace. Betty weeps silently. Erzsabet 
comforts her. 


The RADIO turns to STATIC. Erzsabet whispers something very 
true in her mother’s ear, and Betty’s tears turn to tears of 


VOY ears 
FADE OUT. 
THE END 
screenplay by 


Cole Webb Harter 


